AFTERNOON

restaurant type. At the table a fat man with a heavy fair
moustache was tapping away in his shirt sleeves at a type-
writer. Jalousies tempered the glare from without. The
whirr of an electric fan on top of one of the safes gave an
illusion of coolness and helped to discourage flies.

" Haven't you finished typing out that report yet ? "
Waterlow asked impatiently.

The fat man held out his hands in a deprecatory
emotional gesture that was strangely out of keeping with
his superficially stolid appearance.

" Now, please, Commander W, be reasonable," he
exclaimed in a pathetic tenor faintly tinged by cockney.
" I haven't stopped working on it hardly for a moment
I had my lunch sent in."

" I bet you did," Waterlow jeered. " And you might
eat it on your side of the table next time." He took out a
handkerchief and flicked away distastefully at the un-
polished deal surface as he spoke.

" Didn't Nikko brush away all the crumbs f " ex-
claimed the fat man, jumping up with alacrity at an
excuse to ring the bell and reprove somebody else on his
own account, not to mention the chance of a minute or
two's rest from the typewriter.

" Never mind about that now, Crowder," snapped his
chief. 4< You seem to forget that the Bag goes out to-
morrow."

" No, I didn't, Commander W," said Crowder in a
hurt voice, " That's why I'm hurrying so."

" Well, you'd better decode these telegrams now," said
Waterlow, handing him four or five flimsy sheets covered
with groups of figures.

Crowder beamed. He was not too fond of this task,
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